28                To Miss Hannah More

to see overrun witli seeds and thistles; but who could
expect that the kindest seeds sown on poverty and dire
misfortunes should meet with nothing but a rock at bottom?
Catherine de' Medici, suckled by popes and transplanted to
a throne, seems more excusable. Thank Heaven, Madam,
for giving you so excellent a heart; ay, and so good a head.
You are not only benevolence itself, but, with fifty times
the genius of a Yearsley, you are void of vanity. How
strange, that vanity should expel gratitude! Does not the
wretched woman owe her fame to you, as well as her afflu-
ence ? I can testify your labours for both. Dame Yearsley
reminds me of the troubadours, those vagrants whom I
used to admire till I knew their history; and who used to
pour out trumpery verses, and flatter or abuse accordingly
as they were housed and clothed, or dismissed to the next
parish. Yet you did not set this person in the stocks, after
procuring an annuity for her! I beg your pardon for
renewing so disgusting a subject, and will never mention it
again. You have better amusement; you love good works,
a temper superior to revenge,

I have again seen our poor friend in Clarges Street2: her
faculties decay rapidly, and of course she suffers less. She
has not an acquaintance in town,- and yet told me the town
was very full, and that she had had a good deal of company.
Her health is re-established, and we must now be content
that her mind is not restless. My pity nqw feels most for
Mrs. Hancock8, whose patience is inexhaustible, though not
insensible.

Mrs, Piozzi, I hear, has two volumes of Dr. Johnson's
Letters ready for publication. Bruce is printing his Travels',
which I suppose will prove that his narratives were fabulous,
as he will scarce repeat them by the press. These, and two
more volumes of Mr. Gibbon's History, are all the literary

! Mrs, Vesey,                3 ^ lady who lived with Mrs. Vesey.    Walpole,

2 ' with seven ladies at L'lsle Adam, the
